CHAPTER   VI

GETTING about in the blackout in town was a deadly experience even
to me, who was accustomed to groping my way in the pitch dark. I had
grown to accept darkness when walking, but sitting in a bus with blinds
down and blocking out streets while a raid was in progress was a fantastic
experience. It certainly had not the sense of security given by a ship of
light travelling in a sea of darkness. The girl conductor, doing her utmost
to be extra cheerful, suddenly announced:
"Anyone wants John Lewis's? You can't have it if you do. It's gone,
it's vanished. I know it's a shame, because they had the very things you
need fer yer next birthday!"
What trust we put in the driver! With a minimum of light to guide
him, he had to change his routes to circumvent the newly damaged
roads. However much we prided ourselves on our independence, we
realized as we had never realized before how mutually dependent we
were; we lived on trust.
When I ultimately reached King's Cross it was out of action and I
had to travel hopefully to Finsbury Park. To get to the nearest station
to my home, I went a dreary slow route to Hertford and by another
train to within eight miles of my home and then there was nothing left
but to walk.
What does one think about in a long journey among silent, brooding
passengers with a light much too dim for reading? Strange memories
came trickling into consciousness, distant forgotten incidents and faces.
I thought of Gilbert Carman and our walk across the common, years
and years back, the windmill in which he lived ... He was the coming
novelist then and I read his works with the greatest eagerness, and now
where was he? Where were his books? The last, time JLhac] met
him was with Lytton Strachey: both were to appear before a
tribunal and they were not at all sure of their answers to the questions
usually put by the military representatives. What would you do if a
German attacked your grandmother? "Get in between," suggested
Lytton Strachey, but Gilbert Caiman would have argued with
him! . . . .
What would I have done if that murderous looking man in the
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